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Behind the Scenes 


Author's Notes: 

This was left in my works from a month ago and it was supposed to have a smut chapter but obviously | 
gave up because this whole thing is trash enjoy it also holy shit did spade actually write a Scooby doo Rock n 
roll mystery AU someone bleach my brain-this was obviously not finished but whatever 


It was an exciting break from the accustomed routine. 
The few days would pass quickly, but he didn't mind. He'd enjoy the time he had here and not on the road. 


The night was breezy, chilly but not cold - perfect for an outside venue. The tall man's black bangs swung into 
his eyes as he peered out into the crowd of chanting fans, begging to be let inside. 


The park hadn't opened yet - it would in about ten minutes. This park, his park - the hottest amusement park 
in the world! - Kiss.. World 


Their usual catchphrase didn't fit so well with the park's snazzy name. 


But that was alright, people showed up every day it was open anyway. Especially tonight, when Kiss was in the 
area and decided it was a good time to play a show at their special little park. 


So what if Kiss sung about sex and basically nothing else? They could have a children's theme park. It was all in 


good fun You could do anything with the kind of franchise Kiss ran. 

The cool puff of air just breached the stretched spandex of his Spaceman suit, making him shiver involuntarily, 
earning a concerned glance from his friend across the way. He flashed a soft smile at the Catman, reassuring 
him that he wasn't getting sick. It was just that these costumes didn't do much against the elements. He felt 
the temptation to use his powers to keep him warm, but the cheering crowd reminded him that he needed to 
stay human. At least, for now. 

His tall, wing-like shoulder pads protruded far out from his body, and even after all this time, he still managed 
to knock them on everything in sight. The Starchild made fun of him all the time for it. At least he didn't have 


to wear a costume this big. All The Starchild had to do was show off some skin and the crowd would go wild. 


It was up to him and The Catman to greet the fans tonight. The Demon and The Starchild were busy helping 


the roadies set up the stage just right - or, something else. The Spaceman was never quite sure with them. 
He fought against the urge to yawn, the waning sunlight tugging at his eyelids as it fell. 

"Hey, Tommy. You feelin’ alright?" 

The Catman's voice tore him ruthlessly out of his thoughts and back into the present. Five minutes. 

"Yeah, Eric, l'm okay. I'll be better once we start going.” He joked, his youthful voice cutting through the cheers. 
Eric nodded, smiling softly. It looked almost scary with his Catman markings, because after all this time, 
Tommy had been getting used to human faces and colors. It was unlike how they grew up on the distant world 
of Kissteria, under the watchful eye of The Elder, surrounded by others who looked just like them. 

Tommy needed to keep his mind on straight. 

It was becoming a problem. 

Two minutes. 

The concert didn't start until about ten, and the park opened at six. He couldn't believe how early the sun was 
setting, even if it was the end of summer. It usually lasted much longer. The hazy light being cast down on the 


fans almost calmed their moods to Tommy, tossing a gentle golden glow over their smiling faces. He reminded 


himself once more that they were here to see him, and he had to stay awake. 


One minute - wait, make that zero minutes. 

The gates opened and the fans came crashing in, a huge pit that seemed easy to get lost in. Eric and Tommy 
stayed rigid in their spots, shaking hands and posing for quick selfies - only shifting backwards when leapt on 
for a hug. 

After most of the crowd had passed, Tommy felt like he could finally breathe again. He never liked crowds, he 
was slightly claustrophobic - the other members of Kiss knew that, but Tommy sensed there was another 
reason why he had been left outside with Eric. 

A slightly more sensual one. 

But that was none of his business. 

What was his business, however, was the strikingly beautiful man making his way up to him. His shoulder- 
length blonde curls bounced atop his head as he walked, hands shoved deep in his jean's pockets. A couple 
tattoos laid scattered on his biceps, which were showing under the worn jean vest he donned. Under that, 
Tommy could see a Kiss shirt - what a surprise - it looked like it was from the Sonic Boom tour. His dark, 
torn up black jeans fit tightly in all the right places, and Tommy quickly found himself mesmerized by this 


gorgeous man. 


He hadn't realized he was staring with lips parted and wet until the man was smirking at him, barely a foot 


away. 
"Hey, Spaceman. Or should | say, the moon" 

Tommy frowned, cocking an eyebrow once he snapped out of his daze. 

"What?" 

The mars lips played into a smirk again, a certain something glinting in his deep blue eyes. 
"The moon. Because even in the dark, you still seem to shine." 


Heat rushed to Tommy's cheeks, and he wished the darkness around him would cover the inevitable blush 


enveloping his face. 
"My... god." 


The stranger chuckled, and Tommy didn't notice the strong hand on his flushed cheek until it was already 


leaving. 


"Hey, darling - the name's Jaime. Come find me after the show?" Newly-named Jaime smiled softly, daring to 


press his lips to Tommy's hot cheek for a split second before vanishing into the crowd once more. 


Tommy found himself frozen in place, one hand trailing its way up his neck and resting where Jaime had placed 


a kiss on him, 

"Oh my god" Finally, his voice was fully returned to him. His bangs flopped over his eyes once more but he 
couldn't bring himself to care. He'd never felt this way so quickly about anything - never been this sure. Oh, 
he'd find Jaime after the show alright. 

And before, too. 


He trekked off into the crowd with a mission on the mind. 


Eric had bit his lip so hard that he had broken the skin, trying his best not to laugh during the whole ideal. It 
hasn't helped when the presence of The Demon and The Starchild had approached from behind. 


The Starchild smirked softly, arms crossed over his chest as he watched Tommy trot off into the crowd 
"Say, Gene - think he'll be back in time for the concert?" 

The Demon snorted, holding back the flames so desperately begging to be released 

"OF course he will, Paul. He isn't going to go~" 

"You never know." Eric smirked playfully, cutting Gene off 


There were a few moments of silence as the members watched the last stragglers start to make their way 
in. It was the bassist who broke the silence first. 


"| didn't know he was gay.’ Gene murmured, glancing at his bandmates. 
"| don't think he knew, either." Eric chuckled. 


"But, y'know - I've never seen him like that before. ls it possible that someone had actually seduced our 


Spaceman?" Paul asked in awe, losing sight of the guitarist in the group of people. 


| sure didn't see it coming." Eric laughed. "I thought we were the only ones with superpowers." 


The cool, dusk air had chilled furthermore since Tommy had darted off into the park. Everywhere he went, he 
had people hanging on him, asking for photos and autographs, until he realized that perhaps searching through 
the public wasn't the most efficient way to find Jaime. 


He found himself standing in his own dressing room, staring into the mirror. The beautiful stranger was the 


only thing on his mind. 
He didn't understand it. 


Could all it took to get him riled up seriously be a shitty pickup line and a kiss on the cheek? It didn't seem like 
it. 


Disappointment ebbed into his heart as he realized he was running out of time if he truly wanted to find 
Jaime, as he only had about an hour before the show began. And now all he was doing was moping around in 
his dressing room. 

Tommy practically dragged his feet on his way back into the park, glancing out among the moving crowd. He 
folded his arms over his chest, watching in amusement as a trio of kids in Kiss makeup ran towards the 
Destroyer. 

"They're cute, aren't they?" 

A strange-yet-familiar voice sounded beside Tommy - a voice that could only belong to one person 


"I mean, | shouldn't talk about the kids when its obvious we have other intentions." 


The light, friendly tone of Jaime's voice served as a sharp contrast to the suggestive meaning laced 


underneath, sending Tommy almost squirming in his pants. 

"Jaime - |-" 

"What's wrong, Spacey?" The blonde grinned cheekily, wrapping an arm around Tommy's shoulders. 
"For fucks sake, just call me Tommy." He bit his lip, leaning into the other man's heat. Jaime smirked. 
"Sure thing, Tommy. But. where do you wanna take this?" 

It was just about then when they were rudely interrupted, 


"Tommy, we're going backstage. Come on" Paul's strong hand on his wrist yanked him away from Jaime's hot 


touch, practically dragging him off into the crowd. 


Jaime frowned, watching them go. He couldn't help but chuckle when Tommy repeatedly looked over his 
shoulder back at him. 


He raised one finger, as if this would only take a minute. 


Jaime checked his watch. The show would be starting in ten minutes - The Starchild had done the right thing 
dragging him off. The dull ache in Jaime's pants was starting to fade as he began to trek to the main stage. 


This could possibly be the worst place on Earth to go chasing after someone, but this just felt. different. 
Tommy was not in the mood for a lecture from Paul. 


"Listen, Tommy, | think it's great that you're finally finding somebody - but what about the whole, | don't know, 


part that you're not human?" Paul groaned, elbowing their way through the masses. 
"Well, maybe he's not human either!" Tommy replied. Paul rolled his eyes at the smart-ass comment. 


"He's human, Tommy. Sorry to break it to you, baby, but all | think he's doing is trying to get a quick fuck out 
of you." 


Tommy groaned under his breath, brushing past the security guards. Five minutes until showtime. He should've 
been backstage a half hour ago. 


"No- he's not, | know it! Paul, c'mon, | haven't felt this way about anyone ever-" 
"Kiss on stage in two minutes!" 
Paul huffed under his breath at the call from the roadie. 


"Okay, Tommy. I'm sorry to have brought this up now - just go out there and do a great show, alright? | know 


you wi Il" 


"| don't need a pep talk" Tommy frowned, following Paul up to where their instruments were positioned. He 


slung his White Lightning signature around his shoulder, snagging a pick from the basket. 
Paul didn't reply. 


Surrounded by cheering, jumping fans, Jaime's spirits couldn't help but rise. The lights went down on the crowd, 
and his heart leapt into his throat, feeling his arm involuntarily sail into the air with horns flying. 


The sound of fireworks boomed overhead before the lights flashed twice, the third time revealing the band 
standing scattered across the stage. There were a few seconds of cheering, louder than Jaime had ever heard, 


before they launched into the oh-so-familiar riff of Detroit Rock City. 


Sixteen songs later, Jaime swore Tommy aimed for him with his pick. It had just missed, landing to the right of 


him in another girl's hands. He was happy for her. That certain Spaceman owed him something else. 


Overheated and covered in sweat, Tommy bounded off stage after their encore of Rock And Roll All Nite. It 


was possibly his favorite set that they had played in a while. He felt energized, but the exhaustion would hit 


him later. After all, it was getting near one in the morning. 


Alone in his dressing room, he stripped down to his boxers and tugged on some jeans he had been wearing 
earlier in the day. Snagging the small box of makeup in his bag, he quickly applied a skin-tone face that 
matched everywhere else on his body. Looking more human now, he began the walk back out to the other 
buses, where he'd spend the night with the rest of Kiss. Their dressing room bus was never far from the bus 
with their bunks. Unfortunately, there weren't hotels in the area - mistake on their part. 


He had almost made it out to the parking lot when a hand on his shoulder paused him. Tommy turned, raising 


an eyebrow. 
The soft smirk of Jaime greeted him, and he spun around, unable to wipe the grin off his face. 


"Did you enjoy the show?" The guitarist questioned excitedly, desperate to impress the other man, but without 
knowing why. 


‘Of course. You were amazing. But it looks like you've still got a little of that makeup on your face?" Jaime 
poked the white spot shimmering underneath the light skin-tone. He must've missed a spot. 


The question froze Tommy in his tracks, shattering his confidence. He had no idea how to come back from 


that. 


"| - uh, I'll fix it later. We have wipes. on the bus, and, this makeup. is hard to get off" He smiled as 


convincingly as possible. Jaime almost frowned, but decided not to call out Tommy's flustered turn. 


"Well, y'know.. you could always come with me for a little while instead." The smile tugging on Jaime's lips was 


smooth, suggestive - and Tommy wanted nothing more than to kiss those lips. 


"| really can't leave here, though." The Spaceman laughed softly, trying to ignore his heart pumping so hard, he 


was surprised Jaime couldn't hear it. 


"The park doesn't close for another hour or so." Jaime leaned in, whispering in Tommy's ear. It sent a chill down 


his spine. 

"What are you.. suggesting?" Tommy murmured, glad that they were out of sight of the park goers. The hand 
sliding up the back his black t-shirt was enough of a reply for him. The trimmed nails scraping at his lower 
back and hips sent him panting in Jaime's ear. 


"lm ‘suggesting’ that we go somewhere private. Perhaps, the back of that closed ride?" 


Jaime's finger pointed at a tall structure towards the corner of the park, one that had been shut down for 


maintenance. It was a flume ride. and Tommy could see certain situations happening in certain places. 


Let's go, then" Tommy murmured, pressing a kiss to Jaime's cheek. Jaime felt Tommy's tongue graze his skin, 


although his lips were mostly closed. It turned him on furthermore. 
Tommy hoped he wouldn't be recognized on the way there without his face - correction, makeup. 


Tommy grabbed him by the wrist and led the way back into the park. 


